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hunting" as they break camp for a week-end in Brighton.

And if Louis Bromfield and his family have come
en vilk for the day from Senlis, here will they be to
meet their friends. The tall, athletic Bromfield is almost
as good a skittles player and ski-er as he is author, of
which 'he is one of the highest paid in the world. And
what an expert he is with the frying-pan! His Sunday
evening meals are famous from the neighbourhood of
Senlis to the centre of Paris: duchesses of the Faubourg-
Saint-Germain sit alongside the latest cabaret star from
the Bagatelle.

But I can never go with him to what would have
been an unforgettable meal, at the home of Edith
Wharton, at her Pavilion Colombe (built by Louis XV
for one of his ladies) at St. Brice, outside Paris: she died
last autumn. Bromfield had promised to take me into
that small, truly elegant literary coterie over which Edith
Wharton presided: in former days it included Henry
James and Paul Bourget.

I felt I should disturb their atmosphere of scholarly
thought with my babblings and potins of Continental
resorts* However, I was assured that they welcomed such
glimpses of the outside world, to which they would add
their criticisms with deft, humorous, almost impish
strokes. They stole from life the best of art, music, and
literature: they rendered little masterpieces in return.
They lived in simple luxury with a supreme knowledge of
comfort, food, and wine: since the early 'nineties the big
world of turmoil has swept along, encircling yet scarcely
touching their little island of tranquillity.

Time, save when it bore away one of their number,
passed them by; their calm existence almost slowed it up.
The Italians would describe it "ritardando"